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arrives, there is her abode. I have a wife at home, too; but
think you, if I were stuck in Purgatory, she would hesitate to
follow me, and waft fresh air upon my poor soul with her fan ?
So, depend on it, the Princess will renounce her false Prophet.
If she love you truly, she will, to a certainty, be glad to change
her Paradise for ours."

The mettled Kurt added much farther speaking to persuade
his master that he ought not to resist this royal passion, but to>
forget all other ties, and free himself from his captivity. It did
not strike him, that by his confidence in the affection of his wife,
he had recalled to his master's memory the affection of his
own amiable spouse; a remembrance which it was his ohject to
abolish. The heart of the Count felt crashed as in a press; he
rolled to this side and that on his bed; and his thoughts and
purposes ran athwart each other in the strangest perplexity, till,
towards morning, wearied out by this internal tumult, he fell into
a dead sleep. He dreamed that his fairest front-tooth had dropped,
out, at which he felt great grief and heaviness of heart; but on
looking at the gap in the mirror, to see whether it deformed him
much, a fresh tooth had grown forth in its place, fair and white
as the rest, and the loss could not be observed. So soon as he
awoke, he felt a wish to have his dream interpreted. The met-
' tied Kurt soon hunted out a prophetic Gipsy, who by trade read
fortunes from the hand and brow, and also had the talent of
explaining dreams. The Count related his to her in all its cir-
cumstances ; and the dingy wrinkled Pythoness, after meditating
long upon it, opened her puckered mouth, and said: "What was
dearest to thee death has taken away, but fate will soon supply
thy loss/'

Now, then, it was plain that the sage Squire's suppositions
had been no idle fancies, but that the good Ottilia, from sorrow
at the loss of her beloved husband, had gone down to the grave.
The afflicted widower, who as little doubted of this tragic circum-
stance as if it had been notified to him on black-edged paper with
seal and signature, felt all that a man who values the integrity of
his jaw must feel when he loses a tooth, which bountiful Nature
is about to replace by another; and comforted himself under this
dispensation with the well-known balm of widowers : " It is the
will of God; I must submit to it!" And now, holding himself
free and disengaged, he bent all his sails, hoisted his flags and
streamers, and steered directly for the haven of happy love. Ai